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Paragraph 19 
His three boats stove around him, and oars and men both whirling in the eddies; 
one captain, seizing the line-knife from his broken prow, had dashed at the 
whale, as an Arkansas duelist at his foe, blindly seeking with a six-inch blade 
to reach the fathom-deep life of the whale. The captain was Ahab. And then it 
was, that suddenly sweeping his sickle-shaped lower jaw beneath him, Moby Dick 
had reaped away Ahab's leg, as a mower a blade of grass m the field. No turbaned 
Turk, no hired Venetian or Malay, could have smote him with more seeming malice. 
Small reason was there to doubt, then, that ever since that almost fatal 
encounter, Ahab had cherished a wild vindictiveness against the whale, all the 
more fell for that m his fanatic morbidness he at last came to identify with 
him, not only all his bodily woes, but all his intellectual and spiritual 
exasperations. 
The White Whale swam before him as the monomaniac incarnation of all those 
malicious agencies which some deep men feel eating in them, till they are left 
living on with half a heart and half a lung. That intangible malignity which has 
been from the beginning; to whose dominion even the modern Christians ascn"be 
one-half of the worlds; which the ancient Ophites of the east reverenced m the 
statue devil; --Ahab did not fall down and worship it like them; but deliriously 
transferring its idea to the abhorred white whale, he pitted himself: all 
mutilated, against it. All that most maddens and torments; all that stirs up the 
lees of things; all truth with malice in it; all that cracks the sinews and 
cakes the brain; all the subtle demonisms of life and thought; all evil, to 
crazy Ahab, were visible personified, and made practically assailable m Moby 
Dick. He piled upon the whale's white hump the sum of all the general rage and 
hate felt by his whole race from Adam down; and then as if his chest had been a 
mortar, he burst his hot heart's shell upon it. 
 
Paragraph 24  
He, then, was this grey-head~ ungodly old man, chasing with curses a Job's whale 
round the world, at the head of a crew, too, chiefly made up of mongrel 
renegades, and castaways, and cannibals-morally enfeebled also, by incompetence 
of mere unaided virtue or right-mindedness m Starbuck, the invulnerable jollity 
of indifference and recklessness in Stubb, and the pervading mediocrity m Flask. 
Such a crew, so officered, seemed specially picked and packed by some infernal 
fatality to help him to his monomaniac revenge. How it was that they so 
aboundingly responded to the old man's ire-by what evil magic their souls were 
possessed, that at times his hate seemed almost theirs; the White Whale as much 
their insufferable foe as his; how all this came to be-what the White Whale was 
to them, or how to their unconscious understandings, also, m some dim, 
unsuspected way, he might have seemed the gliding great demon of the seas of 
life,--all this to explain, would be to dive deeper than Ishmael can go. The 
subterranean miner that works m us all, how can one tell whither leads his shaft 
by the ever shifting, muffled sound of his pick? Who does not feel the 
irresistible arm? What skiff m tow of a seventy-four can stand still? For one, I 
gave myself up to the abandonment of the time and the place' but while yet all 
a-rush to encounter the whale, could seen naught m that brute but the deadliest 
ill.  
 


